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PREFACE. 

In the compilation of these legends, it has been the writer's 
plan to take from the Nibeluvgen Lied only such parts of it as 
appeal to the poetic imagination of the child reader, and to hold 
before him such pictures of the hero Siegfried as are safe to 
influence the boy's conception of what a hero should be. 

The last half of the story — Kriemhilde's sufferings at Brun- 
hilde's hand, and her own fierce revenge — has been omitted. Such 
stories may be — and are — of value to the historian, the philologist, 
and the searcher into race distinctions and common characteristics. 
To these the whole story has its value ; but for the child to whom the 
Lay is but a fairy tale, may we not presume to select from and 
prune a little even from so rare a bit of ancient literature ? 

Mara L. Pratt. 
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■ THE NIBELUNGEN LIED, 

KRIEMHILDE'S DREAM. 
A dream was dreamt by Kriemhihle, the virtuous and the gay. 
How a wild young falcon, she trained for many a day. 
Till two fierce eagles tore it ; to her there could not be 
In all the world such sorrow as this perforce to see. 

— Lettsom's Tkansi ation. 

" Come near, my sons," spoke the old 
Burgundian king; " come near ; for before 
the sun rises again upon our royal palace, 
thy father will be no more. Come near, 
Gunther, and Gemot, and Giselher, and hear 
what thy father would say to thee." 
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Softly and with bowed heads the three 
princes came near and knelt beside the 
couch. They were brave youths, and the old 
king s face softened as he looked upon them 
kneeling there. 

" Ours is a vast kingdom/' said he, laying 
his hand upon the head of Gunther, the eldest 
son. '* Noble has been its history. Brave 
have been its knights. Behind us lie a long 
line of Burgundian kings ; and with each has 
our kingdom risen in honor and greatness. 

'' The time now draweth near when this 
mighty territory shall be yours, and over it as 
kings, each in his own right, it is my wish 
that you reign together. 

"You, Gunther, are the eldest. Take 
thou the royal city, and sit upon my throne, 
wearing my crown and wielding my sceptre. 

" And you. Gemot and Giselher, divide 
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between you the vast territory that stretches 
farther than the eye can reach — north, south, 
east and west. Serve the people faithfully. 
Be brave ; be kind. 

" And thy mother Ute and thy sister 
Kriemhilde — guard them, protect them. 
Thou art knights ; and knights, — true knights, 
— have hearts as tender as they are daring ; 
true knights are as gentle towards the helpless 
as they are bold to meet the foe upon the 
battlefield. To thee, my brave sons, I surren- 
der all. Be brave, be gentle, be true knights.'' 

Then the king lay back upon his pillows, 
and the three knights rose and went to their 
mother and the princess Kriemhilde. 

"O mother! O brothers ! '' cried Kriemhilde, 
'' such a cruel dream as I have had ! Truly it 
has left me full of fear. Nor can I shake off 
its dark shadow. There came to me a beau- 
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tiful falcon — so strong, so proud, so wild. 
And it settled close upon my window. * Beau- 
tiful bird ! ' said I ; but hardly had I spoken 
when there swooped down from the dark sky 
two great eagles. They seized upon my 
falcon and tore him wing from wing, and 
cast him dead and bleeding into the courtyard 
beneath my window. I awoke with a cry; 
and I shudder even now, so terrible was my 
dream — so terrible and so real.'' 

"Fear not, little one,'' said Gunther. "No 
harm shall come to thee on land or sea; for 
though our father, the king, has gone from us, 
thou hast still three brothers who will protect 
thee always." 

" Always," echoed Gemot. 

" Always," echoed Giselher. And the 
princess was comforted by the words of her 
three noble brothers. 
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And now Queen Ute spoke ; for deeply 
wise was she in what pertains to dreams and 
signs and omens. 

" My daughter/' said she, " fear not. Thy 
dream hath a meaning. The beautiful falcon 
was the brave Prince who some day will 
come from a distant land to claim thee for his 
bride. As the falcon was beautiful, so will 
the Prince be, and there will be a long life of 
joy and happiness before thee. No princess 
in all the land is more beautiful than thou ; so 
no prince in all the land will be so brave, so 
noble, so grand as he. Together you will 
reign over a mighty people. They will love 
thee and serve thee ; they will pour out their 
treasures before thee.'' 

"But the eagles, mother! The eagles — 
who are they ? " 

" Think not of the eagles, child," replied 
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the queen, looking away from Kriemhilde's 
eager face. 

*' But they killed my falcon, mother. 
They dashed him, dead and bleeding, into the 
cold, hard courtyard. Will my Prince die too ? 
Will an enemy slay him before my eyes, even 
as the falcon was slain?'' 

" Do not think of the eagles, my Kriem- 
hilde. It is true your prince may have 
enemies ; it is true he may be slain. Such is 
the fate of princes and knights. Such may 
some day be the fate of Gun t her and Gemot 
and Giselher ; but may we not be happy until 
such a time shall come ? '' 

'' No, no, O no," sobbed Kreimhilde. 
'' May the Prince never come. Rather a thou- 
sand times would I live here, your own 
Kreimhilde, than that I should win the beau- 
tiful Prince only to see him slain before my 
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own eyes — slain even as the falcon of my 
dream." 

Nor could the queen soothe the maiden. 
" I fear the eagles," she would say. " I fear 
the eagles. They slew the beautiful falcon." 





PRINCE SIEGFRIED. 

Siegfried, men did call him, Ikat same 

champion good; 
Many a kingdom sought he in his manly 



Burgundy. 



of valor he found i 



T-bitsom's Translation. 



» HE months passed by, 
5?f^but Kriemhilde did not 
forget her dream ; and far 
away in the Netherlands, in an ancient 
castle upon the lower Rhine, dwelt the prince 
who one day was to bring about that dream's 
fulfilment. 

He was the son of a noble family — 
sprung from a long line of brave and valiant 
kings, not one of whom more brave had been 
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than his own father Seigmund, now the 
reigning king of the Netherlands. 

Even as a little child, so great valor did 
Prince Siegfried show, that his fame was 
spread throughout the land. 

" Surely,'' quoth the people, " our Prince 
hath more than princely strength and cour- 
age.'' And as the years rolled on, and the fair- 
haired child became a youth, already the land 
in which he dwelt blossomed with songs and 

* 

stories, in which were told the brave deeds, the 
daring feats, the noble words of this royal 
Prince. The minstrels harped of them ; the 
song-builders chorused them ; the peasant 
mothers crooned them to their little ones, 
exhorting them to such little acts of bravery 
as should one day fit them to serve in the 
Prince's army of loyal followers and noble 
knights. 
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The beautiful Prince was loved by young 
and old, by low and high. All his life-time 
had his father rehearsed to him the legends of 
his people, the noble deeds of his family and 
the long line of kings and princes that had 
lived and died before him. 

His mother, proud of his beauty of form 
and face, arrayed him in the richest apparel, 
ornamented always with richest devices in 
gold and silver ; nor did she fail to teach him 
the priceless value of wisdom and of goodness, 
that he might be good as well as brave. 

And now the young prince had arrived at 
mans estate. A great festival was to be 
given in honor of his birthday, and in it all the 
people of the land must join. Couriers were 
sent up and down the country, and far away 
into distant lands as well ; for to the festival 
must come the nobles of other realms. 
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It was on this joyous day that the young 
Prince was to be given the sword that should 
invest him with the honors of knighthood. 
Accordingly King Siegmund, gracious always 
to his people, sent forth a proclamation that 
all youths of Siegfried's age who wished 
might present themselves and strive for the 
honors of knighthood. 

To strive with the Prince ! That was an 
honor in itself; and the welkin rang with 
the joyous cheers of the people at this new 
token of graciousness on the part of their ever 
gracious king and queen. 

The festival day broke clear and bright. 
At dawn the broad, kingly acres were thronged 
with people. A solemn mass ushered in the 
days proceedings, and the Prince, together 
with four hundred other youths were knighted, 
pledging themselves to truth and bravery, 
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honesty, good faith, devotion, unselfishness, 
and unfailing loyalty. And now the high 
arches of the old minster rang with the cheers 
of the people. The day was open now. The 
tournament was begun. Before the royal 
palace the knights took their places, the fair 
ladies, who had gathered from every prince- 
dom far and near, smiling down upon them 
from the windows and porches and balconies. 
Each newly made knight, presented by 
the proud king and queen with festal robes, 
and richly caparisoned horses, drew proudly 
up before the palace. Never was there so 
generous a king and queen ! Never such a 
festal day ! The lances flew east, west, north 
and south. The courtyard glittered and shone 
in the light of them. The air was rent with 
cries of triumph as one by one the brave 
knights bore off their palms of victory. 
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Never were knights so brave; never were 
ladies so fair! But among them all none 
were more brave than Siegfried, the Prince 
in whose honor the festival was given. 

For seven days were the royal guests 
thus entertained with jousts and games, with 
dance and song; and when the festival was 
ended, no guest was allowed to depart until he 
had received from the beneficent king and 
queen some costly gift, some rare token of 
their noble prince. 

'' My son,'' said the old king, " you have 
won the love of our people. Take thou the 
throne. Some day it would be thine; but 
take it now — thou art deserving of it. Right 
royally will the people welcome thee, most 
brave, young Prince." 

*' Nay, nay, my father. Dost think I 
would accept this sacrifice from thee? Long 
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may my father live, and until his death may 
he rcijjn king over his people, even as he has 
reigned in all these happy, prosperous years 
that have passed." 




± ^ ^ Jk 




' Twas seiifom teen or sorrow the warrior's heart essayed; 
Al length he heard the rumor, how a luvely maid 
In Burgundy was dwelling; the Fairest of the Fair. 

— LiTTSOM's Translation. 

It was at this grand tournament that 
Seigfried heard the name of Kriemhilde. Not 
one of the four hundred brave young knights 
who joined the Prince in the games and tests 
of strength and valor but were ready of 
tongue with praise of her. So fair, so beau- 
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tiful ! So good, so pure ! So tender, so 
gentle,'* sighed the knights, " is this royal 
maid of Burgundy ! " 

And when, at the close of the festal 
season. King Siegmund said to the Prince, 
" My son, thy father groweth old. Fain would 
he see thee make a choice of some fair prin- 
cess, who shall share with thee, even as thy 
good mother has shared with me, this noble 
kingdom." 

'' Then will I choose Kriemhilde," 
answered Siegfried; ''Kriemhilde, the daughter 
of the noble land of Burgundy. Kriemhilde, 
than whom no princess in any kingdom is 
more fair and pure and good." 

The old king sighed. ** My son," he said, 
'* knowest thou how cold and proud this prin- 
cess is ? Brave knights from every land have 
sought to win her heart, and to one and all 
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her answer is the same : ' I am very happy in 
my brothers kingdom. Leave me here in 
peace. 

" All this have I heard/' the brave Prince 
answered ; " still would I try my fortune ; for 
none but the fairest maiden in all the world 
should share this throne, upon which my 
mother has sat so long with thee/' 

''Go, then, my son," said Queen Siegelind, 
" and may she prove worthy the brave heart of 
my son, the Prince of the Netherlands/' 

*' Most glad^am I, my son, that you make 
so high a choice," said old King Siegmund ; 
** but let us not forget that King Gunther has 
mighty vassals/' 

'' But what harm, O father, could come to 
me? Were yon haughty Burgundians to 
scorn me, my sword and my strong right arm 
would be' my champions. Had I but the 
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thought, I could from King Gunther s hand 
wrest both his lands and people." 

'' I will rest content with your brave 
words, my son," was the kings grave answer; 
" but were your boast to reach the ear of 
Gunther, I fear even thy daring spirit would 
fail to win the Princess. But let us summon 
at once our followers, that they may enter 
with you this strongly castellated city, where 
dwells the beauteous Princess, protected by 
the great king, Gunther." 

'' No, no," cried Siegfried. " Force of 
arms will not help me. Sorely would I grieve 
to win by force so peerless a bride as Kriem- 
hilde. Give me no army. Twelve trusty 
companions, who shall serve both as guards 
and friends — these only shall surround me 
and bear me company." 

And so twelve knights were chosen — 
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twelve of the bravest of the brave — and 
together the little company set forth across 
the wild country to the land of Burgundy. 

Their glittering armor shone in the sun- 
light. Their shields of silver flashed and 
sparkled. The lordly steeds, caparisoned in 
saddles of gold and crimson, with trappings of 
silver and precious stones, pawed the ground, 
impatient for adventure. 

From the courtyard, at early dawn, the 
Prince with his followers set forth. The king 
and queen, overwhelmed with grief, fain 
would have besought him even now to turn 
from this dangerous journey. All the noble 
maidens of the land gathered upon the high- 
way to wave their farewells to the little band ; 
and their sad tears made heavy many a stout 
heart, who knew so well the perils that would 
befall the Prince and his gallant knights. 
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For six long days this brave band of 
horsemen pressed forward across the plains . 
now up steep mountain sides, now down into 
the depths of valleys ; here crossing swift and 
dangerous river rapids, there plunging into 
the blackness of the forests. 

But on the morning of the seventh day 
they appeared before the gates of the city of 
King Gunther. Already their approach had 
been heralded ; and as they reached the sands 
of the banks of the Rhine, lords of high 
degree rode forth to greet them — to take 
from them their horses and their shields, and 
to bid them welcome to the city of King 
Gunther, as was the custom of this people. 

** Nay,'' answered Siegfried, " we will not 
burden thee with care of us. Nor will we 
relieve ourselves of the weight of our shields. 
Lead us at once into the presence of your king." 
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'' Our king is concerned just now with 
matters of state/' answered one lord of high 
degree, hesitating before the boldness of the 
Prince. 

" He is surrounded by his vassals, with 
whom just now he is in deep counsel," said 
another. 

** It is well,'' was Siegfried s curt reply 
" Take me into his pfesence." 

And so commanding was the stranger's 
tone, and so princely was his bearing, that no 
one of them dared disobey him, lest time 
should prove the stranger a guest of equal 
degree with that of their king himself. 

A messenger was therefore sent in haste 
to King Gunther. " A band of knights," cried 
he, " have ridden to our city's gates. Their 
flashing armor and their costly raiment 
betoken for them even" princely rank ; yet no 
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one of all our lords can tell from whence they 
come. They demand at once a hearing with 
the king, and wait impatient at delay.'' 

King Gunther looked down upon them 
from his castle window, but neither he nor his 
vassals could find, either in their faces or in 
their armor, any mark for recognition. 

" Let Hagen be summoned," said King 
Gunther. " He hath travelled through many 
a distant realm. It may be he can tell us 
whence these youthful knights have come.'' 

But Hagen, too, was puzzled. " I cannot 
say, O King, who these may be. But that 
they are princes or messengers of princes we 
may be sure. No knights of lesser rank 
would journey forth in attire so regal, nor 
would such noble steeds be theirs. 

'' Never have I seen the noble Prince 
Siegfried, whose fame is known in every king- 
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dom, north and south. Yet from the stories 
told of him, his beauty, his strength, his royal 
bearing, I dare prophesy that this fair-haired 
leader of this band of knights is he — 
Siegfried, the son of Siegmund, king of the 
Netherlands/' 

"Tell us of this prince," the king asked 
quickly. " I, too, have heard his name, and 
rumors of brave deeds of his have reached me 
in my kingdom." 

" Many, many are the stories told of him," 
answered Hagen, looking wistfully across the 
courtyard to where the young knights awaited 
their summons to the king. '' It is said that 
he hath entered even into the Nibelungen 
Land — the mystic land of the mist ; and that 
there he found the mighty hoard of gold and 
precious stones that the old king had hidden 
In a deep dark cave beneath the mountain side. 
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" Spurring his steed up this craggy 
mountain, the young prince came upon the 
sons of Nibelung, sitting at the mouth of the 
cave, from which already they had dragged 
forth more gold than a thousand wagons 
could bear away. The mountain echoed with 
the loud quarrels of the two brothers, who, 
now that the treasure lay before them, could not 
agree upon its division ; although had either of 
them possessed one-tenth of that which lay 
before them he would even then have been 
richer than any king in all the world. 

" *0 mighty Prince, whoever you may be,' 
these sons of Nibelung cried as Siegfried 
drew near, ' come to our aid ; and tell us by 
what power and wisdom we may divide this 
wealth of our fathers which now we have 
dragged forth from this black cavern.' 

"* Miserable youths,' thundered Siegfried, 
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' do you not know no one can help you ? Do 
you not know that the earth is better rid of 
such mean princes as you, by this brawling, 
show yourselves to be? Princes should 
be high and noble and true. They should be 
generous and just. And you are none of 
these." 

" And, seizing from the hand of the elder 
the magic sword of Nibelung, he slew them 
both ; and so freed the country of two ignoble 
princes. 

'' Then there rushed upon him the twelve 
giants of matchless strength — the mighty 
bodyguards of the fallen princes. With a 
roar like thunder Siegfried threw himself into 
their very midst. The magic sword flashed 
like lightning, and beneath its quick blows the 
twelve giants fell dead at Siegfried's feet. 

'' Hardly had the Prince gained breath, 
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Avhen, with a yell like the demons of the air, 
there rushed forth from the cavern the terrible 
dwarf, whose breath was like a scorching 
flame and whose strength was like the storm. 
** But upon him, too, the fearless prince 
turned ; and tearing from his grasp his 
invisible cloak — the Tarnkappe — he smote 
him with his magic sword, and the horrible 
creature fell writhing at his feet — not slain, but 
frightened and subdued. * Give me my cloak, 
my cloak, O most brave and daring knight,' he 
cried ; but Siegfried knew full well the power 
that lay among the dark folds of the Tarn- 
kappe ; nor did he spare the miserable dwarf 
that snarled at his feet. * Away with you ! ' he 
thundered. ' Back into the cave from whence 
you came I Guard well the treasure, even 
as you always have; but know that hence- 
forth Siegfried, not Nibelung, is your king/ " 
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"Brave prince!" exclaimed King Gunther. 

" And is this he that stands before our 
gates?" the vassals asked. 

" I cannot say ; but if it is, let us trust he 
comes not as our foe, for it is also told of him 
that at one time he slew a mighty dragon, 
and, bathing in its blood, became invulnerable 
to harm of any kind." 

'* Let the knights be summoned into the 
royal hall," interrupted King Gunther. '' If 
indeed it proves to be Prince Siegfried, then 
we have indeed a royal guest.' 

And thus the knights received their sum- 
mons. Into the middle of the hall King 
Gunther himself advanced to meet his guests. 
Before him Siegfried and his knightly fol- 
lowers bowed most reverently. 

" I have been told," began Siegfried, 
lifting high his golden head, " that in your 
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court, O great King Gunther, are to be found 
the bravest knights in all the world. There- 
fore I have come to thee. I am a knight 
myself ; and one day the time will come when 
I shall wear a crown. Now it is my hope to 
prove before the world that I am worthy to 
rule over a people as great as those of the 
country from which I come. For this reason, 
then, I come to thee ; and if thou art as brave 
as I am told thou art, I challenge thee to 
combat. My life and my honor as a prince 
and as a knight, I pledge against your 
kingdom.'' 

" Wherefore, I pray thee, dost thou come 
wresting from us our patrimony? Yours is 
but a poor test of chivalry, methinks,'' cried 
the astonished king. 

'* Let the pledge be the same on either 
side," was Siegfried's cool reply. " If you 
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prove victor in the combat, then shall you and 
your heirs rule over my people until such 
time when heirs of mine shall have power to 
win back their kingdom." 

" We have no wish to gain new lands. 
We will not fight with you/' cried Gemot, 
defying the boldness of their unknown guest. 

But Hagan muttered low words of anger 
to himself, and Ortwin, the lord steward, 
grasped his sword and glared with menace at 
the fair young prince. 

. ** Peace, Hagan! Peace, Ortwin!'' whis- 
pered Gemot. Then turning to the prince, he 
spoke in words of cheer and hearty welcome. 
*' Though we would not fight with thee, we 
are glad to welcome thee to our court. We 
know, whoever thou art, thou art a royal 
guest; and as such we bid thee welcome." 

"As long as it pleases thee," added 
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Giselher, " know that the best we have to offer 
thee is thine. Remain with us as long as thou 
wilt; the hospitality of Burgundy is yours." 

At these gracious words the face of Sieg- 
fried grew bright and clear. This reception 
would at least bring him into the presence of 
the glorious maid, Kriemhilde, whom he 
sought. 

" We accept thy generous hospitality," 
was his reply; and raising the royal cup to 
his lips, he drank to the honor of his host, and 
there was peace between them. 

On the following day a grand banquet 
was prepared in honor of the stranger guests. 
The noble youths and maidens from all the 
country round about were summoned to 
welcome these knights from another kingdom. 

Again there were games and trials of 
strength, in which the brave Siegfried con- 
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tended, but not one knight in all Burgundy 
could excel him. 

" A wonderful youth ! A wonderful 
youth ! " said the king ; and the courtiers 
echoed the thought and the words. Even the 
knights whom he conquered loved him. Fair 
ladies gazed in admiration upon him from 
their castle windows; and he found favor in 
the eyes of old and young. Even the fair 
Kriemhilde never wearied of watching his 
manly beauty. Daring in combat as a god; 
gentle with the women and little children ; 
reverent and deferential in the presence of his 
elders — he was indeed a princely knight. 
And Kriemhilde s whole heart went out to him. 

" He is such a knight as our father would 
have had us to be/' the three brothers would 
say to each other. '' ' Be brave ; be gentle ; be 
a true knight;' those were our father's words." 




One day, after the close of 
the festivities, and peace had 
once more settled upon the court 
of Gunther, there was heard, suddenly and 
without warning, a terrible rush like wind 
above the palace. For a moment the sky 
was darkened; then followed another rushing 
sound — this time like the roar of many 
waters, — then deep silence. 

The people of the city stood staring into 
the sky, whence the great black cloud had 
come and disappeared. 

Then out from the palace rushed the king 
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and all his courtiers. " Help ! help ! The 
Dragon! the Dragon!" they cried. But noth- 
ing could the people see, save a black spot 
already far away upon the distant horizon. 

Then King Gunther threw himself upon 
the ground and wept. Giselher drew his 
sword and cried out unto the people: "O 
friends, O friends ! A terrible calamity hath 
fallen upon us ! Behold the Dragon hath 
seized upon Kriemhilde and hath borne her in 
his dreadful jaws, far out across the sky ! " 

" Kriemhilde ? Kriemhilde ? '' thundered 
Siegfried. " The Dragon ? Kriemhilde ?'' 

" O Siegfried, listen to the terrible tale of 
woe,'' cried Gemot, his face deathly pale with 
terror. " Just now there passed over the city 
a rushing sound as of a mighty river. For 
one second the sun was shut from view. 
Darkness as of night fell upon the land. It 
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was as if the dread wolf Skioll had devoured 
it with his poisonous jaws. Then swept 
d6wn upon us the Dragon, in shape so mon- 
strous ; surely nothing like it was ever seen 
in all the realm of Burgundy. Straight over 
our heads it flew. At it we flung our spears, 
but from its horny hide they glanced like 
reeds. Another moment and Kriemhildes 
cry for help rang through the palace. And 
we, helpless, saw her lifted high in air, and 
borne away in the jaws of the foaming 
Dragon ! '* 

'* And you went not in pursuit ? " thun- 
dered Siegfried. '' Cowards ! cowards are ye 
all ! Give me my steed, my spurs, my sword, 
my spears ! The monster will I find though 
I wander through this w^orld, and through the 
realm of the under-world as well.'' 

A clash of steel, the rush of horse s feet. 
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and Siegfried has passed the city gates. On, 

on he flew along the roadside, over the craggy 

mountains, even into a deep dense forest, so 

black that no sun s ray could pierce its gloom. 

Here, throwing himself beneath a tree to rest, 

he heard the approach of a horse s feet. He 

I 

listened. A red light came in sight. The 

horse and rider drew near. And now by the 

light of the great stone set in the middle of 

his crown, Siegfried recognized the dwarf, 

King Eugel, who dwelt in the mountains 

hard by. 

" Ho ! ho ! '' cried the dwarf. " Knowest 
thou the danger thou art near? Heed thou 
my words, else thou mayst find thy grave at 
the Drachenstein where dwells the terrible 
giant Kuperan and the great dragon fiend " 

" The Drachenstein near by," cried Sieg- 
fried. '' Then tell me, where I may find it.'* 
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" I dare not/' groaned the dwarf. 

" The whole Nibelung hoard of gold, a 
gift to thee if thou wilt lead me to this home 
of the giant and his horrid dragon/* 

" Then follow me/' the dwarf replied, " for 
though I care not for thy hoard of gold, I 
know thou must have reason for thy great 
desire to face the dragon and his giant 
keeper/' 

On through the dense forest the dwarf 
now led brave Siegfried. At daybreak they 
came upon a cave, before which lay a rock 
so massive that ten armies might not hope to 
move it. 

'*Kuperan! Kuperan !' shouted Siegfried; 
'' come forth ! " 

A roar like thunder answered from 
beneath the mountain ; another second and 
the great rock flew from the mouth of the 
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cave, and the grim giant burst upon the brave 
knight and the crouching dwarf. 

"How dare you call my name?" the giant 
roared ; and falling upon Siegfried, a dreadful 
struggle followed. Swinging his great spear 
in hand, trees fell for miles before its 
blow, like blades of grass before a swinging 
scythe. But Siegfried, watchful, dealt the 
giant many a blow with his own magic sword, 
before which no spear could wield a mightier 
power. For hours the battle waged ; until 
the giant, exhausted, sued for peace. 

" Thy life will I spare thee on one condi- 
tion only — that thou shalt take me to the 
Dragon's home, where lies the beauteous 
maiden Kriemhilde ; and that thou shalt help 
me to rescue her from the dragon's power." 

Sullen and silent, the giant took an enor- 
mous key from the wall of his own black cave, 
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and led the way to the cave of the dragon. 
Through a long black passage, hewn from the 
solid rock, down, down into the very depths of 
the mountain, the Prince bravely made his 
way, the treacherous giant leading. There in 
a dark, damp chamber in the solid rock, 
Kriemhilde lay, pale and wan, her beautiful 
eyes wild with fear, her hands clasped in 
terror. 

**0 Siegfried, Siegfried!" she cried. "Go, 
go hence ; and go at once ; for already the 
dragon approacheth, and to meet him must be 
death to thee, O thou bravest knight ! " 

" Remember thou hast pledged thy help ! *' 
thundered Siegfried to the conquered giant. 
" Quick, let there be no loss of time. Already 
the dragon appeareth upon yon beetling cliff." 

" That sword,'' the giant snarled, pointing 
to a sword that hung upon the edge of a cliff. 
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Siegfried ran to seize it. The giant followed 
close upon his heels ; and as the knight leaned 
forth above the cliff, he sprang upon him to 
hurl him downward upon the sharp rocks 
below. 

'* Coward ! traitor ! '* thundered Siegfried, 
turning quickly upon his treacherous foe. 
Another terrible battle ! Kriemhilde turned 
her eyes away and moaned. '' Fear not, O 
lovely maiden," said the dwarf ; " Behold the 
knight hath magic strength." 

And even as he spoke, Siegfried, sum- 
moning all his mighty strength, lifted the giant 
high in air, and hurled him from the cliff, 
dashing him down upon the rocks below, even 
as he had hoped to dash the daring knight. 

But now the mighty rush of sound filled 
all the air. Darkness fell upon the earth. 
The dragon, hissing and steaming, burst in 
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upon the cavern. Like 
a storm-cloud he ap- 
proached — nearer, near- 
er until his hot breath 
i>f fire filled the cave, 
ind all the mountains 
trembled. 

Ready with sword 

in hand, the young 

I'rince awaited the on- 

ui^rht of the dragon. 

RiL^ht and left upon the 

rny hide, the great 

ord fell. Over the 

knight's head 

the dwarf 

fiung his own 

black cap of 

darkness, shut- 



STORIES FROM OLD GERMANY. 47 

ting its wearer from the dragons view. 

Puzzled, helpless, the dragon sprang 
hither and thither, only to receive at every 
point the poison thrust of the heavy sword. 
Now Siegfried felt himself encircled by the 
coils of the dragon's enormous tail. With a 
bound he freed himself, and turned again 
upon his foe. Again the dragon bound him 
tight within his coils. In sore distress, Sieg- 
fried, throwing away the heavy sword he 
wielded, drew his Balgung, the sword of the 
Nibelung, and struck at the dragon until the 
whole mountain shook, and the dense forest 
echoed with its blows. Beneath the Balgung 
the monster trembled ; another blow and he 
fell writhing at the feet of Siegfried ; another, 
and his terrible jaws dropped in death. 

Siegfried had conquered. Both the giant 
and the dragon lay dead upon the crags ; and 
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the dwarf, summoning with his horn the 
whole company of dwarfs, bade them heap 
upon the brave knight a wealth of treasure 
and to pledge to him their loyalty and help in 
all the time to come ; for, in rescuing Kriem- 
hilde, Siegfried had also freed the forest and 
the mountain dwarfs from their own most 
cruel master. 

Great was the rejoicing at Gunther's 
court when Siegfried returned, bearing with 
him all unharmed the beautiful Kriemhilde. 

Again there were feastings and festivities 
— this time through many realms ; for in 
slaying the dragon, Siegfried had slain not 
only Burgundy\s foe, but a foe to every king- 
dom round about, and all the kings and rulers 
upon the Rhine were filled with gratitude for 
their delivery from the terrible dragon, so 
long the terror of Drachenstein. 




Now strange and stirring tidings were bro't to Guniher's throne 
By messengers commissioned from foreign chiefs unknown; 
Who bore the brother's malice and whom they well might fear; 
When they received the message right heavy was their cheer. 

— Lettsom's Translation. 



And in this manner a whole year passed 
by ; a year of happiness, of feasting and 
festivity. But in all this never had Siegfried 
shown by word or look that it was for Kriem- 
hilde alone that he had journeyed all those 
days across a perilous country. 

" I must win her by deeds of chivalry," he 
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said always to himself; "and I must wait 
until such times shall come." 

One day there arrived in the city an 
embassy from the Saxon land. Even as Sieg- 
fried had been received, with royal courtesy 
and by the king himself, these strangers, too, 
were received, and were conducted into the 
presence of King Gunther. 

'' Welcome, strangers, to our court,'' said 
the king, advancing graciously to meet them. 
'' But tell me, good friends, who you are and 
by whom you are sent to us ? " 

For a moment the strangers were 
abashed. They had not expected such gra- 
cious hospitality, and full well they knew how 
little they deserved it. 

'' We come," said they, " from the king of 
the Danes and from the king of the Saxons. 
Together these kings command that we 
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inform you that in twelve weeks will they, 
with a mighty force, enter into the kingdom 
of Burgundy and wage war against you. 
This they do in the spirit of bitter hate which 
for long years they have held against you ; 
and unless King Gunther abide by such 
terms as they themselves shall be pleased to 
make, there is no turning from their purpose 
of most heated warfare.'' 

Graciously, even now. King Gunther bade 
them wait his answer until he might counsel 
with his brothers and his advisors. Mean- 
time vassals, and courtiers, and servants, — all 
were commanded that nothing less than 
warmest hospitality be offered these waiting 
guests. 

And when the solemn council was held. 
Gemot, quick of action, was for immediate 
preparations for war; and with him were 
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sure. And the brothers — they, too, looked at 
times harrassed and full of dread ; often in the 
midst of feastings their eyes would wander as 
though their thoughts were upon matters far 
away. 

" Good King Gunther," said Siegfried at 
last, " there is something wrong. Trouble is 
upon thee. Thy soul seems filled with 
darkly brooding perplexity. If I or mine may 
be of help to thee, command us. Much have 
we received of kindness at thy hand. Let us 
repay thee if opportunity there be.'* 

" Nay, good friend,'* was Gunther's reply ; 
" to long-tried friends alone can the heart's 
secret woes be revealed." 

At this the color mounted to Siegfried's 
brow. *' I grieve that thou canst not trust 
me," was his answer; "but if the time comes 
when I can be of service to thee, be sure I am 
at thy command." 
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" Forgive me," answered Gunther quickly. 
" I should not have spoken so to thee. Come 
with me and I will disclose to thee all that 
weighs upon my mind." 

And then the two men went away by 
themselves, and Gunther told the story of his 
Saxon and Danish foes, their bitter hate, their 
threats, and their plan of war. 

" Fear not, good king," was Siegfried's 
cheerful reply. "Well do I know the Saxon 
blood. Well, too, do I know myself. Though 
they come with thirty thousand men, give me 
but one thousand trusted soldiers, and I 
promise victory for our warriors." 

'' You are so young a warrior," sighed 
Gunther, hardly daring to believe such hopeful 
words. 

"Yes, but I am not -afraid," was Sieg- 
fried's modest answer. 
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Then Gunther recalled what Hagen had 
told them of Siegfried's slaying of the dragon, 
in whose blood he had bathed and so become 
invulnerable to spear or sword. 

" I believe you are as powerful as you are 
brave, good Prince," said he at last, *' and at 
once preparation shall be made for you." 

Again a council was held; and it. was 
agreed that with his own twelve knights, with 
Hagen and Gemot, Dankwart, Ortwin and 
Volker leading, Siegfried should advance with 
one thousand chosen Burgundian warriors to 
meet the foe. 

Accordingly the messengers from the 
Saxons and the Danes were sent upon their 
way with this brief message from King Gun- 
ther : '' Tell your masters that when they are 
ready to come upon us, we are ready to 
receive them." 
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Angry, indeed, were the kings when this 
message was delivered to them ; nor were 
they less angry when they learned that Sieg- 
fried, the Prince of the Netherlands, was a 
guest at the Burgundian court 

" There is magic in the valor of that 
Prince,'' said the Saxon king. " Rather would 
I meet ten thousand warriors than one like 
him.'' 

*' Let us raise a force of forty thousand," 
thundered the Danish king, " if among our foe 
we are to count this dauntless Siegfried* of the 
Netherlands." 

Siegfried, meantime, his little army 
chosen and equipped, had set out from the 
city to meet the enemy. Taking leave of 
Gunther, they had set boldly forth through the 
land of the Hessians on toward Saxony, 
sweeping as they pressed forward every foe 
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before them. Volker, the fear-defying, had 
been chosen standard-bearer; and truly a 
nobler one no land had ever known. 

And now the boundaries of the Saxon 
territory had been reached. 

" To thy care, brave Gemot and wise 
Hagen, I now commend the army/' said Seig- 
fried ; " and I alone will go forward to view 
the land, and learn, perchance, the plans and 
conditions of our foe." 

The brave knight had not far to go ; for 
there upon an open plain, full in view, drawn 
up in battle array, he saw the vast army of 
the Saxons. 

At sight of their numbers, his heart 
bounded with joy. Of victory he was confi- 
dent. The greater, then, the foe, the greater 
his glory in the sight of the king whose 
princess sister it was his highest hope to win. 
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And as he looked behold there appeared 
before him another mounted knight, who, like 
himself, had ridden forth alone to reconnoitre. 

One glance, and the two horsemen 
charged upon each other. First they matched 
each others skill with lance, then sword; 
until, bleeding from three ghastly wounds, the 
Saxon threw himself upon the mercy of 
Prince Siegfried, and most humbly sued for 
life — proclaiming himself to be no lesser 
knight than Leaudegast, the Danish king. 

And now thirty Danish warriors, seeing 
the danger that had befallen their king, rushed 
to his rescue. But too late they reached the 
ground. Already Leaudegast was prisoner of 
war; nor could they wrest him from his 
conqueror, Siegfried the invincible. 

With his magic sword — the sword of the 
Nibelung — he slew them one by one, sparing 
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the last one only to return with tidings of the 

battle to the Danish army. 

Angry indeed was the Saxon king. 
*' Forward! Forward at once!" was his com- 
mand. " Forward every warrior of our army. 
On to the combat ! Shall a Saxon army 
stand helpless before one youthful knight?" 

But Siegfried, too, had hastened his army 
forward, he with his brave twelve rushing on 
before. 

A shout of derision burst from the forty 
thousand as they met this little force. But 
Siegfried burst upon them like a storm. 
Lances flew, filling the air. Swords flashed, 
aad the Saxons fell like grain beneath a sickle, 
such was the fury of the little band. Three 
times Siegfried rushed into the Saxon ranks 
in search of the king himself. And when at 
last he was found, straight upon him the 
fearless Siegfried charged. 
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The king was paralyzed with fear. "Give 
up the battle ! Give up the battle ! " cried the 
king. " It is Prince Siegfried leads the 
enemy. Give up the battle! There is no 
hope! The foul fiend hath sent him upon us; 
and there is no hope of victory!'' 

At this, confusion followed. The ground 
was covered with the dead and dying. The 
Saxons, terrified, fled from the scene. 

Then, gathering up their wounded, the little 
army prepared to set forth at once, bearing 
with them their prisoners of war. 

The generous Gemot sent heralds on 
ahead, announcing the great victory, which, 
through Siegfried s valor alone, was theirs, he 
said. 

King Gunther himself came forth to meet 
the conqueror, and throngs of noble ladies met 
the heroes with cheers and songs of joy. 
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Kriemhilde alone came not forth ; but 
eagerly she awaited the news of battle. 

" Tell me, tell me/' she cried, " are my 
brothers safe? How has it fared with them 
and with their friends ? " 

" Not a coward was there in our little 
band/' the messenger replied ; " but of all the 
brave men not one was there so brave, so 
daring as the Prince — our guest — the Prince 
of the Netherlands. Gemot and Hagen and 
Dankwort — yea, all King Guntfiers vassals 
are alive and well ; and brave though they 
were, their deeds were but as gusts of sum- 
mer wind to those of the hardy Prince. He it 
was who overcame in combat, hand to hand, 
both kings, and brings them now to Gunther s 
court as prisoners of war.'' 

At this fair Kriemhilde's face grew 
bright ; her eyes sparkled with pride and joy ; 
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and placing in the messenger s hand a coin ol 
gold, she dismissed him with a graciousness 
the messenger could" hardly understand. 

And now the Burgundian warriors were 
within the city gates. Only sixty of their 
number had they lost. Forth to meet them 
King Gunther himself had come ; and so filled 
with joy and pride was he, that there was not 
in his heart room for hate even towards the 
captured kings. 

" Great wrong have you done me,'' said 
he, as they bowed before him ; '' but no harm 
shall befall you ; and if your pledge be given 
me that you will make no attempt to escape 
from my city until terms of peace shall be 
arranged among us, then shall you have per- 
fect freedom and be treated as become guests 
so royal.'' 

Eagerly the two kings gave their pledge. 
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and at once were conducted to the royal 
palace, where, exhausted, they sank, thankful 
of heart, upon beds of softest down. 

Orders were given that with equal hospi- 
tality each prisoner should be treated, 2ls was 
befitting warriors of such renown, and that 
skilful physicians should take in charge the 
sick and wounded. Never were vanquished 
foe treated with such kindness ; never with 
such honor and consideration ; for Gunther 
was a true knight, brave of heart, yet tender ; 
a valiant warrior, but gentle; a -king of power, 
but with no heart for tyranny. 

A grand festival now was planned in 
honor of the victory. As soon as the 
wounded soldiers should recover — for they 
certainly deserved their part in the honors and 
in the rejoicings — the festival was to be held ; 
and there were to be games and feats of 
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Strength. It was planned 
that a hundred brave 
Burgundian youths 
should be knijrhted; 

Siegfried should be 
loaded with every honor 
the court could place 
ujwn his name ; and, 
most joyous of all — 
At kast so Siegfried 
thought — the beautiful 
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ladies of the court should be present at 
the games— Kriemhilde among the rest — 
and he at last might dare address her as 
one with the Burgundian courtiers ! 

Surely, King Gunther could not doubt 
him now; surely Kriemhilde would not turn 
away from him, the hero of the hour. 

And so the days passed on ; and Sieg- 
fried, full of hope, awaited the dawning of the 
festal day. 





L^^i SIEGMUND MEETS 
KRIEMHILDE. 



'Twos on a Whitsun morning, the warriors you might see; 
Five thousand men or better, fair picking o'er the lea. 
Clad in courtly raiment, to that high festival. 
In jollity and pastime were vying one with all. 

— LnrsoM's Tiianslation. 



And now the time drew near for that 
high festival. From east, from west, from 
north, from south, from every country round 
about, brave knights gathered in Burgundy's 
capital to celebrate this royal high tide of joy 
and feasting. 

Thirty-two princes were there among the 
guests, and more than five thousand brave 
knights of high renown, arrayed in robes of 
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eider, with silver shields and saddles of gold 
and crimson. 

All these young Giselher met with 
charming grace; nor was Gemot one whit 
less gracious in welcoming these noble guests. 
The whole land seemed filled with tumult and 
rejoicing. All grievances, one against anothe-, 
were forgotten ; all personal enmities were 
laid aside ; even the sick and wounded, those 
w^ho never again would stand erect, fine 
warriors of noble bearings — even these forgot 
their bitterness and joined in the universal 
rejoicing. 

It was on Whitsun morn the festival was 
opened; and when the brave knights had 
assembled, Kriemhilde came forth by her 
mothers side; and about her were one hun- 
dred noble knights as body-guard, each with 
his sword in hand. 
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The lovely maid came forth, even as th^ 
morning light comes forth from out th^ 
troubled clouds. At sight of her whom he s^ 
long had worshipped, the heart of Siegfried 
beat high. Never had such a vision cz 
loveliness met mortal eyes. 

Upon her gown shone many a preciou 
gem, and her pure face glowed with a ros_ 
blush. Even as the moon floats brightes 
among the stars, so stood Kriemhilde, beau 
tiful above all others among the beautifa 
maidens of the court. 

The knights and princes pressed forward 
for one glimpse of this perfect one. Bu^ 
Siegfried pressed not forward ; to him thi^ 
wondrous beauty was both a sorrow and a joy^ 
" O thou regal Princess, how dared I eve - 
think to win thee ! " he whispered to himself 
" It was a vain dream that should make nu- 
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d<^re claim thy hand. And yet, how can I 
re^t;urn to my kingdom without thee? How 
n I drive thy beautiful image from my 
-art?'^ 

Just here Gemot spoke loud and clear, 
ear brother Gunther," quoth he, " to the 
Ix^ro to whom we owe this victory of ours, the 
h.ighest honors should be paid. Allow then 
tViat Siegfried be presented to our sister; and 
i^^ay she who has never welcomed knight with 
w^ords of state, welcome for us this guest of 
^Urs, this hero, this Prince of the Nether- 
lands." 

King Gunther, having already suspected 
-Siegfried s adoration of Kriemhilde, gladly 
^^<^epted Gernot's suggestion ; and the knight 
^^s brought forward to receive the words of 
^^Icome from Kriemhilde^s lips. " Welcome, 
^^1^ Siegfried,'' she murmured, " welcorcie, 
^^hle knight and good.'' 
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With courteous reverence, Siegfried 
bowed before the princess and thanked her for 
her kindly words. 

And now the festivities were open ; rnusic 
burst out upon the air, and all the world 
seemed full of joy. 

But none so joyous as Siegfried ; for 
from this time even to the end of the festiv- 
ities was Kriemhilde by his side.. Never was 
knight so devoted to fair lady, never looked 
fair lady with such gentle favor upon devoted 
knight. 

And so the days flew by — such happy 
days — until at last the festivities were at an 
end. Calling his vassals around him, Gun- 
ther thanked them for their services, and 
showered upon them costly gifts. The two 
kings were sent back to their people, and all 
the guests save Siegfried had departed. 
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" And now, O good and noble friend," 
said he, " I too must return to my father s 
home. Long have I been absent from him; 
long have I dwelt — too long, perchance — in 
thy happy kingdom." 

" O go not from us," begged Giselher. 
" Thou art to us the life of our court." 

"Nay, nay," said Gunther, tenderly; "we 
can not let thee go away from us just now. 
A few days longer, brave Siegfried, we beg 
thee stay among us." 

And Siegfried stayed ; nor did he grieve ; 
for hardly a day passed that he did not see 
Kriemhilde; for so the good King Gunther 
willed that Siegfried should be rewarded. 




Now, far away in Isen- 
land dwelt the marvellous 
Brunhilde, beauteous of form 
and face, and of marvellous strength ; for the 
time had been when she had served even the 
great god Odin. 

A Valkyrie had she been ; and often had 
she borne upward from the battlefield the 
dying warriors, to place them in the golden 
home of Odin — in Valhalla, whose outer 
dome is of pure gold, shining like the sun 
itself. Over this hall sits, ever watchful, a 
great white eagle, and at the doorway snarls 
ever the protecting wolf. 
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But Brunhilde was wilful and often- 

ries disobedient. More than once had she 

etched her favored warriors from the doom 

death, or had helped them on to unjust 

ctory. Long had Odin's kindly soul borne 

th this wilful one; but the time came when, 

his command, she fled from Gladsheim and 

^ndered, deserted and alone, to Isenland. 

But so marvellous was her beauty and so 
'^at her strength, that in this new kingdom, 
I too soon she won the heart of the king 
^d his liegemen, and was made by therti 
nncess of the realm. 

Angry indeed was Odin that this cruel, 
leartless one should so deceive the people of 
he earth world. '' This shall not be," he said. 
Let it be known that Odin henceforth 
ecrees that she shall be stung with the thorn 
f deep sleep ; and that for a long period she 
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shall thus lie — not dead, but unable to do 
harm among the children of the earth. One 
day a prince shall come and wake her; but 
for a time let there be peace for those sh 
dwells among." Accordingly a deep sleep feXl 
upon Brunhilde — upon her and upon 2L^ 
about her; and around the palace Odi:* 
placed a magic circle of fire, through whicrU 
none but a brave knight could make his w 
unharmed. 

For full one hundred years this deep 
sleep, this dense stillness, this hush of night 
rested upon the palace and upon all within 
its gates. Up around the city walls the trees 
and brush grew thick and tall, hiding the 
palace from the view of passers-by. Within 
the walls a dense forest reared its head ; and 
all the world had forgotten that ever there had 
stood a city upon the spot. 
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The silvery fountains ceased their play- 

^^g; the brooks forgot to ripple; even the 

^^ees stood still as if in fear to wake the 

^^^epers with one rustle of their leaves. The 

'^^^ds chirped no more, nor sung their evening 

songs ; the mother birds sat ever upon their 

^^^ts, but the tiny eggs disclosed not the baby 

^^i^ds with their tiny shells; the king, the 

^^gemen, the serving men and maids, all lay 

^st asleep; and around them growing deeper, 

denser every day, the thorns, the ivies, and the 

Mistletoe climbed and clung; and burr and 

brake and brier, close matted, closed over the 

topmost palace spire. 

To find this wonderful palace, to wake 
this sleeping Brunhilde was an honor held by 
Odin for our brave young knight Siegfried ; 
for none so brave, so good, had lived in all the 
years Brunhilde slept. 
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And so it came about that several years 
before, Siegfried, with cheerful eye, and with 
step far lighter footed than the fox, came to 
these city walls. Up through the brush he 
climbed, discovering a city there beyond. 

With a leap he scaled the wall ; and next, 
far off among the densest of the forest trees, 
he spied the palace. Up its golden steps h^ 
flew, into its outer hall where sleeping guards- 
men lay; on, on, to the halls of state h^ 
hastened, where nodded still upon his throne 
the king and, close at hand, the steward. 

At last to Brunhilde's side he came, and 
there he stood enrapped. '' O perfect form in 
perfect rest ! " he whispered. Quicker and 
quicker beat his heart ; his spirit fluttered like 
a lark ; he stooped to kiss the beautiful lips — 
when lo, the charm is broken ; the magic spel 
is snapt. In an instant all within the citj 
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3ills awake. Old rusty clocks creak out the 
Our; the cattle rise and stretch their stiffened 
inibs. " Steward/' quoth the king, " let us 
proceed at once with this affair of state/' 

The trees rustled and bent and swayed as 
^^ before a storm ; the birds broke into a flood 
^f song. 

Brunhilde, too, awoke ; and as her great 

broAvn eyes opened upon the Prince that knelt 

'^^sicie her couch, a sweet smile broke over her 

'^^^utiful face — the sweetest smile, the most 

'^^^Utiful face, so Siegfried thought, that ever 

^^^ced this earth below. 

But the birds of Odin came to him and 

*^ispered to him words of warning; and so, 

^Xinting his fiery steed, Siegfried rode away 

^ quest of new adventure; and Brunhilde, 

^o^v wide awake, resumed her place as 

Princess of the realm. 




f was a queen high seated afar btyond the sea; 
r wielded sceptre a mightier than she; 
I beaiitv she ivas matchless, for strength without 



Her love to him she offered who 
a spear. 



tldpass her at 
— Lettsom's Translation. 



And strange as it may seem, and strange 
as it did seem to those that dwelt at Gunther's 
court, and had believed they knew him well, 
Gunther, when reminded that he should some- 
where -find a Princess to share his honor and 
his throne, proclaimed in tones most loud and 
firm, "Already, my good liegemen, have t 
chosen one who shall, if words of mine may 
avail, share my throne and reign with me as 
Queen over this land of Burgundy." 

T8 i 
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" It is well ! It is well ! " cried his cour- 
tiers, one and all. "And who, pray tell us, 
may this Princess be?" 

" There is but one in all the country 
round about shall share my honors in this 
land. That one — listen, friends and courtiers 
— that one is Brunhilde — she who reigneth 
over Isenland, and matcheth with her spear 
every warrior that would approach her." 

"Brunhilde! Brunhilde!" cried the cour- 
tiers. "Brunhilde!" cried Prince Siegfried, 
himself amazed. 

"And wherefore not Brunhilde?" thun- 

» 

dered Gunther. And when it was known the 
ting was determined, no word of disfavor 
Passed the lips of any within the court. 
"^A^en Siegfried, who had no wish again to 
^ticounter the dangerous Brunhilde, spoke 
^^ly of the perils of the way, and of the fear- 
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ful trial of skill to which it was her pleasure 
to put all those who sought her hand. 

" I care not for all these," was Gunther's 
reply. " Rather would I beg, good Siegfried, 
that thou shouldst journey with me to the city 
of the Princess of great fame, and use thy arts 
and thy strength to help me in my trial of skill." 

"That will I do," answered Siegfried, 
" since thou art determined ; for never do I 
shrink from a danger." 

" And as a reward, thou shalt have any- 
thing thou askest of me," answered Gunther. 

" Give me, then, on our return to Bur- 
gundy, thy fair sister Kriemhilde to share 
with me, even as Brunhilde shall share with 
you, my princely honor and my throne." 

" Kriemhilde shall be yours," was Gun- 
ther s answer; and at once preparations were 
made for departure into the land of Brunhilde. 
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With an army of thirty thousand chosen 
"Warriors, with steeds of finest mettle the 
Country could supply, with robes of silver and 
&old and richest crimson, Gunther and Sieg- 
*^ned set forth upon the Rhine. Wide was 
the sail unfurled, and speedily the vessel 
t'owed out upon the open sea. 

Eleven days were they tossed upon the 

waters; but on the morning of the twelfth, the 

spires of the city of Isenstein and the great 

black fortress where Brunhilde dwelt were full 

in view. 

To Siegfried alone was the coast familiar. 
" To whom, good Prince," said Gunther, " does 
this vast country belong? Behold these 
granite citadels that frown down upon us 
from every cliff ! *' 

" These," said Siegfried, " mark the king- 
dom of Brunhilde. Mistress of all these 
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castles is she; and at that fortress Isenstein, 
often it is her pleasure to dwell " 

" And now we near the shore. Listen all. 
On no condition is Brunhilde to be allowed to 
know my name nor whence I came. So long 
as in her court we remain, she must think of 
me as one of Gunther s many liegemen. 
Believe me, I have good reason for what I 
say. 

" It shall be as you wish," was Gunther's 
reply ; and as he spoke, the pilot called, 
land! boats were lowered, and Gunther and his 
followers made their way to the city of 
Brunhilde. 



^ ^ ^ ik ^ ^ ^ 




One see I at the window stand in snow-white vest: 
Around her all are lovely, but she's the loveliest; 
Her have mine eyes selected. Sir Siegfried, on my life. 
If only I can win her /hat maid shall be my wife. 

— Lbttsom's Translation. 

And now the Burgundian chiefs drew 
ir the citadel, from the windows of which 
-ady throngs of beautiful maidens had 
-ked to see the strange people that had 
ded upon their shores. 

" Look, Siegfried, look I " cried Gunther. 
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" Dost see that beautiful pearless one standing 
there in her snow-white robe ? Ay, but if 1 
can win her that maiden shall be my bride. 

" Well hast thou chosen, my good friend,' 
was Siegfried s answer ; '' for that is none 
other than the beautiful Brunhilde whom you 
have come to win." 

** She is more beautiful than I had 
dreamed," sighed Gunther. " Let us mak^ 
haste to present ourselves before her court/ 

Now in all this time Brunhilde ha^, 
been eagerly watching the landing and th^ 
approach of the warriors. 

" There is one among them," said he: ^ 
council, "that hath the princely bearing o 
Siegfried. Let us receive him well, lest i 
should be he. With him is another — a kin^ 
perchance. There is a third in garments o 
deepest black; stern and terrible is he to loofe^ 
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^pon- His keen eyes sparkle ; and his 
temper, I ween, is fierce. And with him is a 
young and gentle knight, whose face and 
nianner show him to be of noble birth. 
Surely, Brunhilde, these are no common 
guests that seek thy shore." 

Straightway the haughty Brunhilde called 
to her maids. • " Bring forth," she cried, " my 
costliest robes. Array me in the richest 
colors, and add to these my rarest jewels and 
chains of reddest gold." 

" Now bid the stranger guests welcome 
*^ Our hall of state," said she when she had 
^^^^yed herself; and at once, without delay, 
^nther, with Siegfried and Hagan and many 
^^ther noble knight, entered, bowing rever- 
^^ly before their royal hostess. 

"Welcome, Siegfried," said she in tones 
^ unlike to those of Kriemhilde as are the 
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thunder bursts to the songs of si 
brook* 

" My thanks, great Queen, that 
should recognize and thus welcome me 
presence of my liege lord," said Sie 
bowing low, " for this is Gunther, the 

pion king of the Rhinelands, and I, Sie 
am his vassal. He comes, Brunhilde, 
thy hand, that he may carry you to his 
country to share his throne, let whate 
the peril thou shalt impose upon him. 
"Siegfried a vassal!" cried Brunh 
look of disappointment and chagrin sw 
over her noble face. " Then welcome 
I ther ; and if thou art brave enough to i 

games and tests of strength which it 
pleasure to put upon thee, and if suc< 
thine, then will I to the Rhinelands wit 
to share thy honors and thy throne." 



/'I 
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" Make whatever conditions thou wilt, 
niost glorious queen ; gladly will I join the 
games, ready, if I fail, to lay down my life at 
thy command." 

" Let there, then, be no delay," was Brun- 
hilde s abrupt reply. " Bring me at once my 
t^^ppings and my harness ; and my coat of 
^^il, invulnerable to spear and lance, wrought 
'^y the Lybian artisans whose skill none dare 

At once the armor was brought ; a great 
^^le was cleared, and seven hundred warriors 

^^^^ed in line to watch the game and judge 

the 

Contest. 

Here the dread maiden took her place, 

^ing in one hand a shield, under the weight 

Mrhich three men had groaned and stag- 

S ^^d as they brought it forth ; and in the 

^ *^^r hand a spear which three strong men 
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could scarcely drag across the courtyai 
These Brunhilde waved to and fro, and tossi 
like feathers in the air. And now can 
twelve men, panting and sweating beneath t 
weight of the enormous rock which it pleas< 
Brunhilde to make the test of Gunthei 
strength. 

Seeing this, Siegfried hastened to tl 
bark in which they had crossed the ang 
seas, and threw about him the Tarnkap 
which so long ago he had wrested from t 
dwarf of Nibelung. 

Concealed thus beneath tlie folds of V 
invisible cloak, he hurried to Gunther's sic 
whispering in his ear words of cheer ai 
assurance of success. " It is I, Siegfried, th 
stands beside you. Give me your shield, ai 
follow thou my words.- Fear not. Ui 
thou thine arms as if to receive and hu 
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ack the mighty rock; but I will do the 
^ork/' 

First, Brunhilde cast her spear — the 
pear under which three men had staggered — 
iici with such force did it whizz through the 
ir that both Gunther and Siegfried were cast 
^ the ground. The blood gushed forth from 
iegfried's wound, and but for the Tarnkappe 
ici would have been the fate of both the 
^rig and the prince. 

Like lightening back the spear was 
-nt, with force ten times as great as that 
ith which it had first been thrown; and 
-rieath it Brunhilde was dashed breathless to 
^^ ground; nor could she rise without the 
^Ip of the warriors at her side. ''Well done," 
tie gasped, when she had struggled to her 
^^et. "We have now left to leap and to throw 
this ponderous mass of rock." 



FROM OLD GERMANY. 

Hagen eroan 

Gcrnot and Gi 

her turned a\ 

sick at he: 

There is no ho; 

the\ sighed. 

And if there we 

grumbled Dankw; 

" we shall find no jo^ 

such a queen to n 




STORIES FROM OLD GERMANY. 91 

ver our country in the fertile, peaceful 
'hinelands." 

But already Brunhilde had raised the 
onstrous stone high in air. Her eyes^ 
ished fire ; her white arms gleamed in the 
nlight. Back and forth three times she 
Ung it, then with a mighty shout hurled it 
rh in air. Twelve fathoms had she cast it ; 
t hardly had she leaped to follow it, than 
-gfried, too, had seized it, and had hurled it 
1 seventeen fathoms ; and then, grasping 
anther close about the girdle, he leaped with 
m even beyond the spot where it had fallen. 

" It remains for me only to confess myself 
rpassed," said Brunhilde to her liegemen ; 
nd so, since it I promised, I will sail out 
on the seas with my conqueror, with King 
mther, henceforth to reign as Queen of 
irgundy." 
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"Well pleased are we," quoth Siegfried, 
'* that you find our noble king worthy to be 
your lord ; and gladly will we take thee in the 
royal bark to Burgund s royal palace." 

" Be not so hasty," cried Brunhilde; 
" there are matters of state to which I must 
attend before I leave this kingdom dear to me." 

And, indeed, already she had dispersed 
messengers in every direction, and the city 
and the fortress were fast filling with warriors 
clad in coats of mail, their spears in hand. 

" There is mischief in the air," whispered 
Siegfried to Gunther. " This gathering of 
forces is not without purpose. The royal 
Brunhilde knows herself defeated ; but she 
will not yield without resistance." 

*' But what may our little band expect to 
win against this mighty throng of mailed 
warriors ? " cried Gunther. 
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"We can do nothing," was Siegfried's 
ply, "but wait. I will away to Nibelung; 
id from there will I bring a host of warriors 
fore whom these men of Isenstein are as 
thing." 

And without another word, away he flew ; 
d with the royal bark sped over the waters 
his magic kingdom where his hoarded 
^sures lay. Reaching the city, he flung 
2^n its iron gates, before which great giants 
^od on guard. Terrible was the struggle 
i-t followed ; and the horrid dwarf, Alberich, 
^ring the uproar, hurried forth, his seven 
>nged whip in hand, each thong of which 
^ studded with sharp-pointed balls of gold. 

But Siegfried, seizing him by his grizzly 
ard, flung him to the ground. " How dare 
'\x fall upon your master thus ? " he thun- 
-Ted ; and when the wretched dwarf had 
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recognized the form of Siegfried, he 
his knees and begged for mercy. 

" Make haste," answered Siegfri 
raise for me an army of one thousa 
lungen warriors, and bid them haste 
across the seas. Quick now ! and let 
no delay." 

With almost magic speed, the 2 
gathered at the water's edge, and at 
a great fleet sailed forth, bound for ] 

" See Gunther ! " cried Brunhilde 
approacheth. The sea is white with 

'* Fear not, noble Brunhilde," ; 
Gunther, recognizing at once the bark 
fried ; " it is only my own body-guard 
escort my beautiful queen to her new 
Burgundy." 

Brunhilde made no answer ; wha 
schemes had been, she saw herse 
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sated ; and so, without further delay, she 
'e her orders that her eighty-six noble 
nes, her one hundred beauteous maidens, 
i her two thousand chosen knights make 
-mselves ready to accompany her across the 
I to Burgundy. 





GUNTHER'S MESSAGE 
TO HIS COURT. 

Tell, then, my mother, Ute, the ruh and mighty queen. 
We in our dan^eroui journey, right fortunate have been. 
Inform my loving brother, we have succeeded well; 
And to my court and kindred, the same glad tidings tell. 

— Lettsom's Transuiios- 

Nine full days had passed since Gur"^' 
ther's fleet sailed forth from the harbor c^ 
Isenstein. "Would it not be well," quot^^ 
Gunther, " that tidings of our success be sem- ^ 
before us to our fair Burgund's court ? 
Would it not be well that preparations be 
made for the welcoming of Brunhilde, rather 
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an that our fleet appear unheralded upon 
e Rhine?" 

" It would, indeed, be well, good lord,*' 
led all the knights. 

4 

*' Then, Siegfried, to thee I commit the 
arge. Go thou to our court and say that 
runhilde approaches ; and that it is the 
rig s wish that no pains be spared to bid her 
yal welcome. In the name of Kriemhilde, 
^ I bid thee go." 

" Good king, no command could I refuse 
given in the name of her whose pure beauty 
ever before my eyes," was Siegfried's reply. 
- go at once." 

At the gateway of the Burgund capital, 
egfried was welcomed by a great host. *'0 
ll us, and tell us quickly what fate hath 
^fallen our brave king! And woe betide the 
ay, if in Brunhilde's cause his noble life is 
orfeited ! " 
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"Thy fears to the winds !" was Siegfr 
answer. *' Behold I come with joyous tidi 
for the king, whose fleet now saileth upoi 
Rhine, bids thee make preparation for 
royal bride." 

" O noble Siegfried ! " cried the h; 
Giselher. " Now hasten thee to my mc 
and to my sister — the Princess Kriemt 
For anxious do they await thy coming." 

" Gladly will I at once into their 
ence," was Siegfried's happy reply ; and c 
rode Giselher to announce his coming. 

In their richest robes and in their n 
jewels, the Queen and Princess arrayed tl 
selves, and awaited the messenger in the 
of state. 

And as the brave young Prince rel 
all that had occurred, often Krieml 
brushed the glittering tear-drops from 
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es — SO moved was she with fear both for 
r brother and for this noble Siegfried. 

And when the tale was told, she rose; 
id sweeping her long white robes across the 
ill, her face radiant with joy, and her eyes 
)arkling with the happiness that filled her 
^art, she placed her hand upon the brave 
eight's arm and said, " O royal messenger, 
vv gladly would I shower upon thee gold 
It should be the messenger s fee ; but alas, 
^u hast no need of such reward. Therefore 
■an but give thee my life-long gratitude and 
^ pledge of everlasting loyalty to thee and 
xatever cause shall be thine." 

" Ah, Princess," said Siegfried, " though I 
^re lord of thirty realms, yet would a gift be 
ateful to me received from thy hand." 

Then Kriemhilde, glad that gifts of hers 
iould be pleasing to the heart of so great a 
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Prince, poured at his feet her costliest guer- \ 
don. Four and twenty rings of gold, studded 
with rarest gems, she presented with her own 
fair hands. 

Reverently did the Prince receive her 
tokens of gratitude to him; then, since to have 
retained them would have been unknightly aS 
to custom, he distributed them with many ^ 
gracious word among the four and twent;^ 
court-maidens who stood by Kriemhilde- 
side. 

And now orders were given for the illu^ 
mination of the palace and the adornment c^ 
the city. Upon the river, raised benches wer^ 
built, from which the nobility should awai 
the coming of the fleet ; and at its approach, i 
was arranged that six and eighty noble damer- 
and as many beautiful maidens, Ute aix^ 
Kriemhilde at their head, should advance. 
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niounted upon their snow-white palfreys, to 
receive the royal Brunhilde. 

In time the royal fleet approached the 
shore. Ready to receive the stranger Brun- 
hilde, sat Queen Ute, the brave Ortwin at her 
bridle. Likewise holding the palfrey upon 
^hich Kriemhilde sat, stood the margrave, 
G-ere; while by her side rode Siegfried, ready 
^v^er to do the gentle maiden's bidding. 

" Most welcome, Brunhilde, art thou to 

^^r land," said Kriemhilde as Gunther's bride 

^'^^pped forth upon the shore. " My mother 

^^d I and all the friends that are true to us, 

§^^^et thee most lovingly.'* 

Then Queen Ute, too, received Brunhilde 

^'^^th gentle tenderness, and together the royal 

P^rty rode back to the city gates ; and as 

brunhilde and Kriemhilde rode side by side, 

niany a knight whispered that never before 
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had such beauty been witnessed by moi 
eye. 

And now followed the grand festivit 
There were games and tests of strength; la 
throwing, leaping, running, and lifting 
heavy weights, such as even Brunhilde hen 
might not have despised. 

And when the sun began now to hide 
light behind the hills ; when the air grew c 
and the twilight sounds began to fill the 
the guests, although a mighty host, were si 
moned to the palace — there to feast 
morning came again. 

" King Gunther,'' said Siegfried, as r 
they neared the palace, " I would that th 
festivities were mine as well as thine, and t 
Kriemhilde, here in the presence of this ha] 
throng of people, plight her faith to me/' 

'* It is well thou shouldst remind me 
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rny promise," answered King Gunther; "for 

bravely hast thou served my cause ; and little 

hope had I for success but for thee. It shall 

t)e as thou hast said ; these festivities shall be 

thine as' well as mine." 

At the great tables stood the guests, each 
t^eside his bench, awaiting the movements of 
their kingly host. 

" Good friends," said Gunther, ** before we 

^f our feast partake, help thou me, one and 

^'^ to persuade our beautiful Kriemhilde to 

^hoose our noble Siegfried for her lord, and 

'^night. And sister," continued he, turning to 

^Hemhilde, ** aid thou me, also. Before thy 

Mother sailed forth upon the seas in quest of 

^^ own fair bride, he promised thee to Sieg- 

^^^d. Such was thy brother's vow." 

" Dear brother," said Kriemhilde, her 
^^ice trembling and her lovely face pink with 
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rosy blushes, " as thou dost command, so t 
obey. The knight thou hast chosen, I accept." 

Then Siegfried bowed before his fair bride, 
and reverently kissed her hand. " Never was 
a knight so blest before,* he said. 

And now the company of guests thronged 
arouijd the knight and lady, each one strivin 
to vie with the other in the outpouring of bes^ 
and happiest wishes for all the years to follow^^^* 

So had Siegfried won the beautifu ^^ 
Kriemhilde. By his bravery, his strength, hi^ ^ 
gentleness, and his honor had he won her 
the most beautiful maiden in all the countries — 
of the Rhineland. 




HOW SIEGFRIED 
CONQUERED BRUNHILDE. 



Then to his guest said Gunther, " shame, a/as, and strife! 
My friend, I home have brought a sadly wayward wife, ^^ 

— Lettsom's Translation. 



" King Gunther/' said his bride, when 
J^iemhilde had accepted her chosen knight; 
t\ow is it thou hast given thy sister to a 
^ight of so low a rank — to a mere vassal as 
^ou didst say he is ? " 

" Let us not speak of it now, my beau- 
iful bride," was Gunther's answer. " Is it not 
nough that I have won Brunhilde, the noblest 

105 
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princess our people ever knew? Bel 
Kriemhilde will be happy/' 

But Brunhilde was not to be tun 
her suspicions by honeyed words, 
had she forgiven Siegfried that he 
remained to grace her court with h 
presence, when from the magic sleep 
awakened her, so long before. 

" Thou tellest me not the trul 
Brunhilde's fierce reply. 

^'Well then," said Gunther, *' 
great hope that some day Siegfried 
heir to a kingdom far away from here 
he, too, will be a king who rule 
fortresses and lands as broad as 
Burgundy.'' 

'' Thou tellest me but half the 
thundered Brunhilde again ; and be) 
king could save himself, she had sei 
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'^y ^'^e hair, had bound him hand and foot, 
^^^ bad hung him to a great beam that 
studcJed the ceiling of the massive palace. 

In vain poor Gunther begged for liberty. 
^"^ Brunhilde only wrapped herself in her 
roy^l robes and slept the long night through. 

" Siegfried, Siegfried," groaned the king, 
^^^n morning came, and he was again free 
f^^rti his imprisonment, " surely it is none 
^tl^er than the foul fiend I have brought to 
Burgundy, and have placed before my people 
^^ their queen ! '' 

" Fear not, good friend," was Siegfried's 
^^^erful answer. " I doubt not Brunhilde has 
P^i"formed some feat of strength upon thee; 
^t be not cast down. These feats does she 
Perform through magic power, and no man, 
^ing or vassal, can conquer her. But listen, 
^^ my Tarnkappe will I encounter her. Only 
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let me bide a time when she shall be 
Then will I wrest from her the magic 
and the magic ring, in which lie the S( 
her super-human power." 

All day long the king and Si 
watched an opportunity when Brui 
maids in waiting should be away fro 
At nightfall the signal came. Wit 
word, Siegfried sprang from Kriemhild 
and hastened from the hall. An hour ] 
and then, girdle and ring in hand, th( 
knight returned. 

" Why didst thou leave me thus ? 
Kriemhilde, the tears filling her lovel 

'' My beautiful Princess," cried Si 
** pray look not greived. Listen and I ^ 
thee all." 

And so Siegfried related to Krie 
all that had happened; and as proof 
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truttx of what he said, he gave into her keep- 
^^S the girdle and the ring he had wrested 
irorn the struggling Brunhilde. 

For twelve days the wedding festivities 
^^^tinued. For twelve days the palace and 
^'^^ city echoed with song and joyous laughter. 
^^Vinhilde, conquered, — and by Gunther, as 
^^^ believed — vied now with Kriemhilde s 
^^l X for sweetness and for gentle loveliness. 




SIEGFRIED JOURNEYS 

WITH KRIEMHILDE 

TO HIS OWN 

KINGDOM. 

Lfave, at last, by all -was taken, both by tquire and ki 
And hy dame and damsel, as fitting was and right, 
IVith many a kin they parted, and many a grasfi of i 
And so, now well contented, they left King Gunther's 
— Lcttsom's Tka 

The wedding festivities were o^ 
their homes the guests had now re 
when Siegfried, addressing himself t 
ther, spoke : " Good king, happy have b 
months spent within thy gates. Of gr 
has it been to me to meet in daily intei 
thee and thy noble liegemen. Proud 



fet^ 
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that in thy royal favor, I have seemed worthy 
^f this, thy sweetest gift to me — Kriemhilde. 
But now, impatient am I to set forth with my 
beauteous bride, and to - present her at my 
father s court, where some day she by my side 
shall reign as queen." 

" Brave knight and most valiant Prince," 
^^.s. Gunther s slow reply ; * much shall we 
S^^ieve when thou art gone from among our 
People : for in the months now past, thou hast 
^^en to us our strength and courage. But for 
^*^Qe our sweet Kriemhilde's bones might now 
^^ whitening in the cruel Dragon's cave. But 
*^r thee many of our brave liegemen might 
^Ow be filling unknown graves in the far off 
^^nds of the Saxon and the Dane. Still thou 
^i:'t free to go; for it is right that thou 
^liouldst to thine own kingdom bear thy 
l\appy bride ; and may great Odin's peace be 
^ver with thee — thee and thine." 
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" Nor will we send forth our sister 
tionless/' said Giselher, always active tc 
that justice be done the noble Prince, "fi 
Kriemhilde do we grant her share of 
gund s broad fair lands — the realm that 
our father, good King Dankrab, fell an ii 
tance to his three sons and their fair sisi 
the Princess Kriemhilde/' 

'' I pray thee, no, good friends," 
Siegfried, " for though I thank thee, 
though I recognize the kindness of thy h 
I pray thee, no ; for little need hath thy ; 
Kriemhilde for riches outside that kingdc 
which I now shall bear her proudly. I 
over, there remains to me the Nibelu 
hoard, which lies unused even yet in the 
valley of the Land of the Mist. Nor car 
treasure be counted, nor its value be 
mated, so great is the mystic hoard. Ii 
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^Mng waters of the Rhine, when forth we 
d^ from the cavern of the Dragon, laden 
ith gold and gems of rarest stone, — all 
3ured I into the waters of the Rhine — for I 
ad no need of more than the Mistland hoard. 
nd all my wealth and all my treasures are, 
ou knowest well, Kriemhildes now, as mine. 

At these words, uttered in Siegfrieds 
let, modest manner — for never a boast was 
ird from true knight's lips — Gunther and 
rnot, Giselher and Kriemhilde, flushed with 
'^ing pride in their noble Prince; nor was 
^re farther. word of heritage. 

" If," smiled Kriemhilde, " my brave Sieg- 
ed disdaineth my portion of my fathers 
aim, surely he will accept my escort of Bur- 
mdian knights, who, when our kingdom of 
e Netherlands is reached, will bear them- 
Ives as trusted vassals in their new king's 
id." 
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" Thy vassals, Siegfried is proud to ac: 
unto his own," was the brave knights repl 

And so, a few day s hence, Siegfried an 
Kriemhilde, with a long train of one thousan 
chosen knights of Burgundy, and the brav 
band who so many months before had se 
forth with their Prince to seek Kriemhilde' 
hand — all these together passed out beneatJ 
the arch of King Gunther's city gates. 

Very grand was this royal train, and louc 
and hearty were the songs and words of che^^ 
from the people as their much loved Princes^ 
rode away. Out far upon the road King Gun* 
ther and his Queen, Brunhilde, accompanied 
the Prince and Princess. Banners floated fror^ 
every Rhine castle; King Gunther's armie^ 
marched forth, a body-guard ; and the peals o 
bells and the melody of music floated far o\x^ 
upon the air. 
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Far up the river Kriemhildes brothers 
3de, proud though sad, beside her strong 
^hite steed ; for there was loneliness within 
heir hearts to lose this sister and her knight. 
Jut when the farewells all were said, and the 
mothers rode back to the palace, cheered with 
romises that again would Siegfried with his 
^ir young wife seek her fathers kingdom, 
'ough so many miles away, the royal train 
^Ved on. 

Messengers were sent ahead to announce 

Netherland s good King and Queen that at 

^t their long lost son approached, and with 

rn the royal bride whom he had vowed 

win, if by brave and valiant deeds arid 

ntleness of heart she might be Avon. 

Great was the rejoicing at the court of 
e Netherlands when these messengers had 
:livered up their trust; and proud indeed 



116 STORIES FROM OLD GERMANY. 

were King Siegmund and Queen Siegeliim^ < 
when the stories of their brave son's valiai 
deeds were told to them, and the high favt 
with which he was held in great Guntheir"'': 
Burgundian realm. 

'* And tell us," asked Queen Siegelind, " oj 
our daughter Kriemhilde. Is she, then, sc 
fair?'' 

'' So fair, no words can picture her gre^t 
t)eauty," was the reverend reply. 

" And is she good and pure of heart, even 
as we have been told?" 

" No snows upon the Northern mountaiii 
tops lie whiter than her spotless heart; rx^ 
sun s midsummer rays lie more warm tha.^ 
this, her same pure heart. Tender is she o* 
all who need her care; gentle is she with littl^ 
children and with the aged." 

Then Siegelind bestowed upon the m^^' 
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\ Sengers robes of richest crimson and rings of 

k 
k 

\ yellow gold. Her maids, too, she arrayed in 
i robes of white, and with a train of armed 
'anights rode forth to meet the advancing 
f^rince and Princess. 

A day's journey out they rode, and when 

*he Burgundian knights appeared above a 

distant hill, hardly could the fond parents bear 

^^e hour that yet must follow before the 

^Hhce again they might clasp unto their 

^^arts. Kriemhilde, too, they loved, no sooner 

^^d their eyes fallen upon her sweet young 

^ce. "Welcome, welcome, daughter mine!" 

^^ied King Siegmund. "Welcome, welcome, 

daughter mine!/* cried Siegelind, the tears of 

)oy springing to her happy eyes. 

Then all the train took up the echo — 
*' Welcome, welcome, daughter ! Welcome, 
Prince and Princess, to thy home ! " — till- the 
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skies resounded, and the leaves upon the 
danced for joy. 

Now followed feastings and festr 
such as even Gunther's court had : 
dreamed to see, and the Burgundian kn 
were loaded with treasures such as the) 
never seen before. For days and week 
palace rang with joy and song and laug 
and to Kriemhilde her royal Prince 
n()l)ler, fairer, grander, than ever she 
believed it in his princely heart to be. 

And here, happy, rejoicing, — surroi 
by wealth and love and hosts of 1( 
friends, we leave our Prince and Prince 
our fair Kriemhilde and our brave y 
Siegfried — than whom no braver, 
gentler knight hath ever lived — so sa] 
German legends, so say the songs of 
lung, so say the echoes from the Misi 



LOHENGRIN, 
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It was long since the Kniglits of the 
Holy Temple had heard the sound of the 
silver bell calling them to battle; but one 
night, when they were assembled in the great 
hall of the king, there was heard in the far 
distance a sound of music, faint and clear. 

" Hark I" whispered the king, rising, his 
g"olden goblet in hand. Nearer and nearer 
came the sound — softer, clearer, now ris\w^^ 



* ' I 
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now falling, — " It is the silver bell ! the sih 
bell!" 

And at the same moment there bu 
forth before the gathered knights large lett( 
of fire. " Lohengrin ! Lohengrin ! " cried t 
king as he read the flaming words. 

"Lohengrin! Lohengrin!" and the knigl 
took up the cry. " All hail, Lohengrin, t 
chosen of the Lord ! " 

Then the old king stretched forth 1 
arms and blessed his son ; and at once t 
armor inlaid with gold was brought, and t 
sword that had been forged in the sanctuc 
of the Sangreal. 

And now a messenger came hurrying 
from the mountain to tell of the wonder 
light that had appeared upon the lake cov 
ing the earth for miles around with its pi 
white lustre. And upon the waters a b< 
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^^ad taken form — 3, white boat drawn by a 
pure white swan — and on every side the 
^inds whispered and the hills re-echoed, 
'' Lohengrin ! Lohengrin ! ** 

"The hour, brave knight, for thy depar- 
ture draweth near. Farewell! farewell! Take 
*t^ou this golden horn," the old king said, 
* t>low thou upon it three times when thou 
^Qmest into the land of the world-people; and 
^^ain three times when thou turnest away 
^^m the land into which thou art come. And 
^^ any man ask who thou art and whence thou 
^^mest, turn thou from him and away; for 
^\ich, my son, is the law of the brotherhood of 
^lie Sangreal." 

" I will obey,'* was the gentle knight s 
reply ; and taking the golden horn from the 
king's right hand, he sailed away ; and the air 
was filled with music ; but whether it was the 
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Si 



swan that sang, or a choir of angels, thos 
upon the shore could not tell — nor did thet^^ey 
ever know. 

Night fell ; and now the boat had reach^^^-tj 
the sea ; the soft music was lost in the soun^Knd 
of wind and wave ; but lulled to sleep by t!^ he 
steady motion, Lohengrin stretched hims^^// 
upon his rug of softest down and fell asle 




The Fair Elsie had gone forth to hunt; 
T)ut separated from her comrades and her 
iiaidens, she had wandered away by herself 
3,nd had sat down beneath a linden tree to rest 
and to think. 

For the fair Elsie, princess though she 
Xvas, had deep trouble in her life; and glad 
Avas she to be free from those who sought her 
for her gold, her power, her beauty, and her 
grace. 

And one there was whom the Princess 
feared above all others; for he was no true 
knight, but sought her hand even though he 
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knew no power but force could draw her frcrraom 
her fathers kingdom to dwell with hOnTm. 
Hven to cruel threats did this wicked kni g^ At 
demean himself — threats of war upon hrBer 
and murder of her trusting people. 

Thinking upon these unhappy threa^ts, 
the Fair Hlsie fell asleep; and in her sle^p. 
lulled by the humming of the bees and by tl^^ 
soft rustling of the leaves above her head, sl^^ 
dreamed that from out the forest there caix^^^ 
to her a brave knight bearing in his hand ^ 
tiny silver bell. And to her, lying there ^^ 
sad, he said, *' Fair maiden, take this bell ; an ^ 
if ever thou art in trouble and in need of help^' 
behold, if thou wilt ring, I will come at onc^ 
to thee.'^ 

Just then the Princess awoke; "How 
strange a dream," said she; and as she spoke, 
there circled above her head, a strong young 
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con. Closer and closer it came, circling 
11 ; until at last it perched upon her ' 
oulder ; and there, around its neck, the Prin- 
ts saw a tiny bell was fastened — the very 
II, so it seemed to Fair Elsie, that she had 
^n in her dream. 

** O good falcon,'' cried the Princess, 
whence came thou, and dost thou indeed 
ing me a magic charm ? '' But the bird 
ly rustled its feathers and bent its neck for 
r to take the silver bell. 

Hardly had she returned to her home, 
tien summons came that the Fair Elsie was 
present herself before King Heinrich whose 
dgment seat was at Cologne, to answer to 
il charges brought against her by this very 
light whose cruel threats so long had 
irkened her fair life. 

Fearless, she set forth ; for though her 
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maidens wept and even the knights of htf^ — r 

father s kingdom looked grave, she knew sh € 

would be safe, protected as she was by th««^ e 
magic bell of silver. With brave heart, the«c=r~i, 
she entered the judgment hall. The tri=^ — dl 
began. The cruel knight told his truthle«=»-s 
tale; and lest anyone should doubt him, In^-e 
closed by challenging to combat, any kniglr^Mt 
whom Elsie should chose and who should ti^e 
willing to lay down his life for her. 

"Will any knight here help me?" aske:^^ 
the maiden; the strength of the perfidiot^s f 



knight who heaped his persecutions upo^ ' 
Elsie's fair head was great, and no one dar^"^ j 
stand against him. f 

*' Three days," sneered the knight, "shxJt f 
thou have in which to find a knight to saV^ ^ 
thy ladyship." 

Then Elsie touched the silver bell, and it^ 
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^l^ar tone echoed through the great hall ; tip 
^he broad staircase, out across the mountains, 
^ying away in the* distant hills. 

" In those three days my deliverer will 
^ome," was Elsie's gentle answer ; and bowing 
her golden head before the king, she left the 
hall. 

The three days now were over. Again 
'he people were assembled in the great hall. 
'-Jpon the river bank outside, the cruel knight 
^tood in battle array, awaiting the coming of 
^air Elsie s deliverer. Three times the crier 
Called, " Come forth, thou defender of this 
lovely princess, and meet her accuser in 
Combat here upon the Rhine!" 

All eyes were fixed upon the king. 

^ould he condemn the fair princess, since no 

knight appeared to defend her cause ? There 

^^ems no other measure ; and the king rose 
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sadly and looked off across the rushing wateir^ : 
of the Rhine. 

Just then there was heard the sound ^<: 
distant music. Nearer and nearer it canrrm e 
Even the waters of the river stood still to 
listen. 

And now a white boat appeared upon tlie 
waters — a snow-white boat drawn by a snow- 
white swan ; and around his curved neck was 
a circlet of gold; and in the boat sat a prince 
arrayed in armor inlaid with gold, a shining 
helmet upon his head, and a wonderful swor ^ 
within his hand. 

As he reached the shore, the knight ros- ^ 
and blew upon his golden horn— and its note^^ ^' 
echoed across the river and far up among th( 
mountains. 

" I come," said Lohengrin, " to champioi 
the innocent. Tell me who is it needs my 
help!" 
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"Tell, rather, who you are,*' cried the 

^^Uel knight, who already felt himself defeated. 

" My name is Lohengrin,'* was the youth s 

^^ply ; " more than that it matters not to you." 

The trumpets now sounded for battle, 

^rid the combat began. For a long time one 

^c>uld not say which knight should conquer; 

'^^v^hen, with one mighty blow, Lohengrin let 

f ^.11 his sword upon the false knight's head^ 

^^leaving his helmet and throwing the knight 

I>rone upon his face; nor did he rise to fight 

ain. 

" Fair Elsie, then, is free," said the king ; 
^Tid glad at . heart was he that he could say 
"^^ords so happy. 

Back to her home Fair Elsie now was 
*^^^e to go ; and with her journeyed the brave 
Lohengrin, to seek her royal father and ask 
^f him his beautiful daughter for a >n\^^. 



I ! 
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Glad indeed was he when he heai 
brave knights story; and no more j 
wedding ever graced the land than tl 
Lohengrin and the Fair Elsie. " Bu 
thing must I ask," said Lohengrin, as h< 
his beautiful bride away; "and that i; 
thou shalt never ask me who I am or w 
I came, for only so long as thou sha 
demand these things of me, can I dwel 
thee in this land." 

And Elsie promised ; nor would sh( 
broken her promise in all the years to 
had not a rumor settled among the ] 
that Lohengrin was a Prince of Darknef 
that it was through some evil magic tl 
had defeated the knight with whom h 
fought, and so had won his bride. 

Elsie, deeply grieved that such 1 
should be said of him whom she loved s- 
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3.nd whom she knew to be so pure and noble, 
forgot his warning and threw herself one day 
^t his feet, begging him to still these wicked 
People and tell them who he was indeed. 

The brave Lohengrin s face grew sad. 

^Isie, Elsie,'' said he ; " dost thou not know 

^t^at the hour of our parting now has come? 

^in would I have lived this happy life with 

^-'^ee among the world's people; but it cannot 

'-^^^ Farewell ! Farewell !" 

And as he spoke, the same distant music 
^^^^-s heard across the waters. Nearer, nearer 

m 

^^ ciame; now soft, now clear, now sinking 

^^^t:o a solemn dirge. For again the show- 

^^^tiite swan had come; and so, raising his 

S'<^lden horn, and blowing again three notes, 

^t^^ brave, pure knight set forth upon his 

J^^iarney home again. " We shall meet again 

^^V Elsie fair," he said, and the tewdex X.^-^^ 

^^^^ng- to his /air blue eyes. 
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Then Elsie !aid herself upon her couch 
^-nd wept her life away ; and as her breath 
^rew faint she whispered to her maidens 
"■~ound about her, " Let there be no weeping 
Tiow. Behold, I go to join Lohengrin, and 
together shall we stand before the Holy 
Grail." 



BEOWULF, 
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BEOWULF. 
In Kin^ I irodgar's 
piincLl) hall Lhe ■ war- 
riors sat before the outspread feast. Brightly 
flamed the torches, their red light flickering 
down upon the polished shields and helmets 
of the brave and noble company. And the 
minstrel raised his harp and sang of the 
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coming of Skiold, the son whom Odin sent 
dwell among the children of the earth. 

Of the child's birth he sang; of his dis- 
covery floating upon a shield in the midst of" 

the mighty sea; whence he was brought 
ashore and watched and tended by the powers 

of the air and of the sky until the time came 
when he set forth and took by force the king- 
dom of Jutland, and there established himself 
a mighty king and warrior. Of Skiold s 
glorious life he sang; and, last of all, of 
Hrodgar, Skiold's great-grandson, who, like 
Skiold, had shown himself a mighty king, 
loving peace, but fearing not the battle-field^ 
nor any encounter with man nor dragon, 
whereby the good should be protected and the 
evil-doer punished. 

High ran the merriment, loud rose the 
song ; nor did the feast come to a close until 
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^^^ torches had burned down, and midnight 

^^d settled upon the world. Then the king 

/ ^^thdrew; and with him as many of the 

^ ^^sters as the great castle could make room 

• ^^1* ; while those who were left stretched 

] ""^emselves before the smouldering fires of 

*^e great hall and fell asleep. 

Nor was there a sound to break the 

Stillness of the night ; but when the morning 

^^me, behold, not one of the warriors who had 

^^in down in the great hall to sleep, was to be 

^^und ; nor was there trace of them except in 

vr^lood stains upon the floor. 

King Hrodgar came himself to learn 

"What dreadful thing had fallen upon his house 

and upon his vassals. Everywhere, out upon 

the stairs, and even beyond the walls, were 

-^-xt red stains of blood ; and out upon the 
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print. " Now do I know what fate ha^ 
befallen me and mine ! " the great king cried 
" for well do I know that foot-print — - lik 
which there is no other in all the earth ! It is 
the Monster Grendel that has come back to 
ruin my kingdom and to slay my people. 
The Monster Grendel — driven by magic 
power so many moons ago from out my 
realm/' 

" Let us fear not," answered many a 
warrior from among the faithful vassals ; 
**each night will we guard the hall; and into 
our power some time the foul fiend shall fall/' 

Night fell again upon the hall ; and ten 
brave liegemen stood on guard. The hours 
passed on ; almost the morning mists had 
risen above the land, when into the great hall 
the giant Grendel stalked ; his great arms 
raised to strike down any foe that chanced to 



STORIES FROM OLD GERMANY. 14» 

^^nne his way. Not a sound was heard; but 

m 

^^ the morning not a warrior was there left — 
I ^^<X only the blood stains upon the floor told 
^- the battle that must have been. 

" But victory shall be ours at last," other 
'^ve warriors had courage still to say; and 



ain that night twenty liegemen watched and 
Vight — and were devoured. The next night 
^irty liegemen — then forty — then fifty — 
^Vitil at last no hope was left, and a heavy 
^loom sank down upon the realm. And when 
^Tie night the minstrel, hidden, watched the 
^^ming of the Monster, such terror fell upon 
Vlim that he fell prone upon his face like one 
\vho had met death. And when in the morn- 
ing he was dragged forth from his hiding 
place, he groped for light and air; nor could 
the king himself learn one word of what had 
--■ -Ki<; view. Terror seemed to have pos- 
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sessed him, body and soul ; nor could he re 
until he had seized a boat and had rower^^^d 
himself across the river and had come breatlT" h- 
less into a country far distant from T^i'n^ "ng 
Hrodgars realm. 

But in the land of Gothland there rpign <=^ rf 
at this time a brave ruler who had gathered ^^■to 
himself the bravest warriors from every kin^^^- 
dom up and down the Rhine; and bravest o^^^^ 
them all was Beowulf. Now it was into thi:^^ ^^ 
land the minstrel had come ; . and again at 
great feast he harped and sang ; but this time 
of Siegfried and his adventures with giants 
and with dragons. Then striking his harp 
until it rang out through the great doorways, 
he sang of Beowulf himself; of the brave 
deeds he had done ; closing with an appeal to 
him to go forth into Hrodgar's realm and slay 
there the terrible Monster Grendel, who every 
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^ight crept up from the sea and devoured the 
fc^ravest vassals of the land. 

Beowulf listened breathless, his hand 
lutching his spear, as if even then to hurl it 
t the dreaded monster; and when morning 
ame he prornised at once to set forth to the 
all of Hrodgar. 

Blit there was one warrior, Breka, in the 
ealm, who, jealous that Beowulf should thus 
e made the hero, proposed that before 
eowulf should go hence, they should go 
own together into the sea and fight the 
^■:^onsters of the deep ; and to him who should 
rst come forth unharmed, the king should 
ive the golden chain he wore about his neck. 
The sun rose red and clear. The sea 
oaned and tossed and dashed itself against 
*he castle walls; but, fearless, the two war- 
ors took their places upon the shores, their 





swords in hand. At the signal," 

into the raging waters and dived deep down 

beneath the angry waves. 

Breka fought bravely with the current; 
but saw no sea monsters with which to fight, 
and was at last swirled away into clear waters, 
from whence he swam easily back to land. 
With loud cheers was he received, and around 
his neck the chain of gold was placed ; then 
all awaited the coming of Beowulf wht) might, 
well did they know, be now lying dead 
beneath the waves, devoured perhaps by the 

dread creatures that were believed to make 

f 

their home beneath the dark green waters. f 

But Beowulf had bieen driven by .the / 
waves against a great cliff, about the base of f 
which swarmed sea monsters of every kind. / 
Gigantic arms were thrust out to seize him;f 
but he struck them off with his glittering swordJ 

f 
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Monsters of every kind wound about him, to 

"^^ifle and crush him in their coils ; but these he 

^^Q^w, piercing them beneath their horny scales 

^^ his sharpened spear. One monster seized 

^ ;^on him and would have borne him down in 

^ite of sword and spear, had he not turned 

^on him and stabbed him to the heart. 

And now the day was nearly spent ; the 

un was sinking, red again, behind the hills; 

^Vvhen Beowulf with a mighty struggle reached 

^he shallow waters, staggered forth, and 

dragged his burden upon the shore. 

The warriors upon the shore shouted and 
waved their flaming torches. The sea roared 
and dashed itself upon the monster as if to 
float it back into the roaring waters. 

"O Beowulf,'' the king spake, when at 
last the tumult was stilled and the sea 
monster had been dragged into the great hall, 



but to thee is due a greater hondn 
hast not only battled, but thou hast slain and 
dragged forth one of the many hideous crea- 
tures that dwell beneath the seas. Take 
therefore, this, my own magic sword ; for no 
greater hero, I am sure, dwells in mine or any 
other realm." 

Now, indeed, was Beowulf equipped for 
any fray ; and it was with cheerful heart he 
set forth into the land of the Grendel monster. 

Reaching Hrodgars castle he took his 

r 

place among the liegemen who watched in the/ 

great hall. A weary, hopeless people there h^ 

f 
found ; for to watch in the castle hall meanf 

now no hope of victory, but sure and certaf 

death. \ 

Hardly had midnight settled with •■ 

deep stillness upon the land, when t^f 
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entered at the great doorway, a monster of so 
terrible a size and shape and mien that even 
Beowulf s brave heart beat fast, as one by one, 
the vassals disappeared down its awful throat. 

" I will fight him unarmed,'' said the 
warrior ; " for he himself comes unarmed. 
One is a coward who will not fight fair." 

And now the battle began. The monster 
opened his great jaws first to swallow Beo- 
wulf, even as he had swallowed those who 
had come before ; but Beowulf, seizing those 
mighty jaws, held them with such a grip that 
the creature howled for pain. Angry, the 
demon now fell upon his foe. A terrible 
struggle began. The hall shook even to its 
foundations. The king and all his liegemen 
awoke. With their swords they rushed upon 
the monster ; but not one sword could pierce 
those horny scales. At last the monster 
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dropped, and with a mighty wrench Beowulf 
tore from its socket one of the creature's 
terrible arms. 

With a howl of pain Grendel rushed from 
the hall like a roaring wind, and buried himself 
in the raging waters. Beowulf, exhausted, 
sank upon the floor; and the joyous liegemen 
nailed the monster'j=; arm as a trophy above 
the doorway. 

But Beowulf had not won his battle yet. 
At midnight again terror fell upon the sleep- 
ing household ; for there rose from out the 
sea, a great column of water, from which 
came forth a gigantic form, whose face and 
hair were gray, even as were her scaly 
garments. 

Her eyes shone like coals of fire; her 
hair stood erect ; and her bony arms stretched 
forth, as if seeking whom she, too, might slay. 
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Up to the hall she. crept. She was the 
mother of Grendel and she had come to 
avenge her son. One after another of the 
warriors she slew, and slaked her cruel thirst 
with their blood. 

Then morning came ; and Beowulf said, 
" Down into her home beneath the waters will 
I go, for there only can this monster be con- 
quered. Wait here upon the shore for me 
two days and two nights, good friends ; and 
if then I do not return, know that it is I and 
not the sea monster that has fallen in the 
battle.'' 

And as he spoke, he waded out into the 

sea, and dived down deep among the waters. 

Far away in a black cave he saw a light. 

» 

'' There, there is the monster s home," he 

thought ; and straight towards it he made his 

way. Many a monster snapped at him as he 
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swam past, but his armor was proof against 
their teeth. 

Suddenly he felt himself seized and 
drawn rapidly through the water with such 
speed that he could hardly breathe. 

In another moment, he found himself in 
a great, green cavern face to face with the 
very monster whom he sought. 

And now Beowulf and the giantess 
wrestled for their lives. She drew a sharp 
knife, but this Beowulf struck from her hand. 
Then a great sword she seized and swung it 
three times around her head ; but with a 
quick spring Beowulf sprang upon her, 
wrested it from her hand, and quick as 
lightening struck off her head and sent it 
rolling across the slippery cave. 

Grendel himself lay dead beside the cave, 
half covered with the slimy sea-weed that rose 
and fell. 
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Already the waters of the sea were 
becoming clouded with the blood of the slain 
monster, when Beowulf came forth once more 
from out the waters. The monster's head and 
the great sword he showed as proofs of the 
victory ; and over these the people shouted 
with joy. 

A great feast was held in honor of the 
victory; and at its close Beowulf returned to 
his own land loaded with rich presents of 
gold, and precious stones so clear, that his 
wealth was even like that of the Nibelung — 
at least so the minstrel sang, as in the years 
to come, he wandered with his harp from 
court to court and sang his praise of Beowulf. 
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